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  Chapter one
Pack Harmony


Sunlight slanted through the reinforced blinds of the downtown loft, painting warm bars across the enormous bed that took up most of the master suite. Kendall lay cradled between her two alphas. The steady rhythm of their breathing was a lullaby she'd come to crave. Justin's arm slung heavy across her waist, possessive even in sleep. Steve's broad chest pressed flush to her back, his thick beard tickling the nape of her neck. She breathed them in. Justin's sharp pine-and-musk scent layered with Steve's deep earth-and-cedar warmth. Contentment bloomed low in her belly. 
This is mine, she thought, a sleepy smile curving her lips. My pack. My sanctuary.
The loft occupied the top two floors of a converted warehouse Justin had bought and fortified three years ago. Warded windows, triple-locked doors, and a basement armory disguised as a wine cellar kept the city's rogue element at bay. Inside, soft rugs, oversized couches, and the faint smell of vanilla candles mellowed the aggressive alpha aromas that saturated every room. Their urban shifter sanctuary. Their home.
Kendall eased from between them without waking her mates. The moment her bare feet touched the cool floor, she felt it. A tiny, shimmering pang behind her navel. Not quite heat. Not yet. But the first whisper of it, like a match dragged across flint. Her scent, usually soft vanilla and jasmine, thickened for a heartbeat, sweetening the air. She pressed a hand to her stomach. Her eyes fluttered closed.
Soon, she thought. The knowledge sent a delicious shiver down her spine.
In the kitchen, she moved with quiet efficiency. The routines of their life wrapped around her like a favorite blanket. Coffee for Justin, strong and black. Herbal tea for Steve, because the big bear claimed caffeine made him twitchy as a damn squirrel. She cracked eggs into a pan, added peppers and onions the way they both liked. The sizzle filled the open-plan space. Her long blonde waves twisted up in a messy knot. She wore only one of Steve's old flannel shirts, the hem brushing mid-thigh. Every time she reached for a high shelf, the fabric rode up, exposing the generous curve of her ass. She didn't mind. She knew they loved looking.
Heavy footsteps sounded behind her. Steve first, always the quieter until he'd had his tea. His massive arms circled her from behind. Palms splayed over her soft belly. He was a wall of warm muscle and thick hair: six-foot-five protective bear shifter who could bench-press a truck and still blush when she called him Big Bear in bed.
"Morning, Sweet Omega," he rumbled against her ear, voice gravel-rough with sleep. His beard scraped along her neck as he nuzzled. "You smell extra sweet today."
Kendall leaned back into him. She tilted her head so he could kiss the sensitive spot beneath her jaw. "Do I?"
"Mmm. Vanilla's thicker. Jasmine's blooming." One huge hand drifted lower, cupping the gentle swell of her mound through the flannel. Not demanding. Holding. "Pre-heat?"
"Maybe," she whispered, cheeks warming. The word sent another pang through her core. "It's early yet."
Steve's chuckle vibrated through her back. "We'll take care of you when it hits. You know that."
Before she could answer, Justin appeared in the doorway. Even half-dressed in gray sweatpants slung low on his hips, tattooed chest bare, he looked every inch the pack alpha. Short dark hair sleep-mussed, piercing blue eyes narrowed with hunger and vigilance. He crossed the kitchen in three strides, slid his hand into her hair, and tilted her face up for a claiming kiss.
"Mine," he growled against her mouth. The single word was both greeting and promise.
Kendall melted between them, the way she always did. Justin's kiss was fierce, tongue stroking deep. Steve's hands roamed under the flannel, thumbs brushing the undersides of her full breasts. She whimpered into Justin's mouth. The first true wave of pre-heat arousal licked through her veins. Her nipples tightened against Steve's palms.
Justin pulled back enough to rest his forehead against hers. "You're flushed, Kenny. Talk to us."
"It's nothing bad," she breathed. "Starting. I woke up wanting you both so much it almost hurt."
Steve's low groan showed pure approval. He pinched her nipples, rolling them until her knees weakened. "Then let's feed you first. Can't have our omega fainting from hunger before we get our mouths on her."
They ate at the long reclaimed-wood table. Kendall perched on Justin's lap. He refused to let her sit anywhere else when her scent shifted. Steve kept one bare foot hooked around her ankle under the table, a constant point of contact. Conversation stayed light. Steve's mechanic shop had a classic Mustang coming in that afternoon. Justin's security firm had landed another corporate client. But Kendall felt the undercurrent of tension that had grown for weeks.
Justin's hand drifted to the small of her back, stroking the curve of her spine as if reassuring himself she was still there. His wolf was restless. She could feel it in the tightness of his shoulders. Steve noticed too. The big bear's hazel eyes flicked between them, ever the diplomat, ready to smooth sharp edges.
After breakfast, Justin carried her to the wide sectional like she weighed nothing. He settled her sideways across his lap. Steve stretched out beside them, one massive arm draped over her thighs. The flannel shirt hung unbuttoned between kitchen and couch. Cool air kissed her breasts. She shivered.
"Look at you," Justin murmured, tracing a calloused finger around one rosy nipple. "Already aching, and we've barely touched you."
Kendall arched, pushing her breast into his hand. "Please."
Steve's deep chuckle rolled over her. "Greedy girl. Let's play first. Nice and slow. We want to enjoy every second of this build-up."
They took their time.
Justin bent his dark head and licked a circle around her nipple before drawing it into his hot mouth. The suction sent sparks straight to her clit. Steve's hand slid up her inner thigh, parting her legs. He cupped her bare pussy. Two thick fingers stroked along her folds, gathering the slick that had started to flow.
"So wet," Steve praised, voice like distant thunder. "This little cunt knows what's coming, doesn't it?"
Kendall moaned. Her head fell back against Justin's shoulder. "Yours. Both of yours."
Justin released her nipple with a wet pop and kissed her again, deeper this time. His tongue fucked her mouth in the same rhythm Steve's fingers maintained on her clit. Not penetrating. Teasing the swollen bud with slick circles until her hips rolled.
The pang in her belly flared hotter. Her scent flooded the room, thick enough that both alphas growled in unison. Justin's cock was a rigid bar against her hip. Steve's massive erection pressed against her calf through his loose shorts. Yet neither rushed. This was their ritual. Worshipping her through the climb of her heat, reminding her body who it belonged to before the frenzy took hold.
"You're going to be so fucking beautiful when it breaks," Justin said against her lips. "All flushed and begging. Taking both our knots like the perfect omega you are."
Kendall whimpered at the words. Her thighs trembled. Steve slipped one thick finger inside her, enough to make her clench. Then he withdrew and brought it to Justin's mouth. The wolf alpha sucked the slick from his mate's finger with a hungry sound that made Kendall's core throb.
She was close, too close, when Justin lifted his head. Nostrils flaring. The shift in mood came instant. His blue eyes sharpened from lust to predator focus.
"Steve. News app."
Steve sighed but reached for the tablet on the coffee table without moving Kendall from their laps. She stayed draped between them, chest heaving. Justin scrolled one-handed. The other hand kept circling her nipple, unwilling to let the heat between them die.
"Three more rogue incidents downtown," Justin muttered. "Bear. Two wolves. All unaligned. And this." He tapped the screen. "Unconfirmed hellhound sighting near the river district. Female. Andalusian markings."
Kendall's stomach tightened for a different reason. Hellhounds were rare. Dangerous. Creatures of fire and old grudges. She had only heard stories.
Steve's hand tightened on her thigh. "Could be nothing. Sightings get exaggerated."
"Or it could be exactly what we don't need right now," Justin countered, voice dropping into a growl. "Kendall's heat is coming. I won't have unknown alphas sniffing around our territory when she's vulnerable."
The subtle tension Kendall had sensed all morning crystallized. Justin's protectiveness edged toward paranoia. Steve's calm threatened complacency. She reached up, cupping Justin's stubbled jaw.
"Mi lobito," she whispered, using the soft Spanish endearment she'd adopted months ago. "We're safe here. The wards are strong. And I have both of you."
Justin's eyes softened a fraction. The muscle in his jaw still ticked. "I want to expand the patrol radius. Push our scent markers another three blocks. Steve's bear can handle the heavy lifting. I'll take night runs."
Steve nodded, though Kendall caught the flicker of reluctance in his hazel eyes. "We can do that. But we do it together. No lone-wolf shit, Just. Not with our girl's heat so close."
Justin exhaled through his nose, then leaned down to press a gentle kiss to Kendall's forehead. "Together," he agreed, though the word sounded like it cost him.
Conversation eased. Steve returned his fingers to her pussy, stroking with renewed purpose. Justin resumed sucking marks into the soft skin of her breasts, above where her shirt had fallen open. The dual attention pulled her back under the sweet tide of pre-heat. Her emerald eyes fluttered half-closed as pleasure coiled tighter.
"That's it," Steve murmured. "Let it build, Sweet Omega. We're right here. Feel how wet you're getting for us? That's our perfect girl."
Kendall's breath hitched. The first orgasm rolled through her, syrupy, more a deep rolling wave than a sharp peak. She cried out. Her thighs clamped around Steve's hand as her pussy fluttered. More slick coated his fingers. Justin swallowed the sound with a kiss, tongue stroking hers in reassurance.
When she floated back down, both alphas watched her with matching expressions of pride and hunger. Justin's cock twitched against her hip. Steve's beard was damp with her slick where he'd licked his fingers clean.
"Better?" Justin asked, voice rough.
Kendall nodded, boneless and glowing. "I love you. Both of you. So much."
Steve's rumbling purr vibrated through all three of them. "Love you more, Kenny. Always will."
They stayed tangled on the couch for a long while, trading kisses and touches. Justin's hand never left her stomach, as though he could guard the tiny ember of heat kindling there. Steve kept nuzzling her hair, inhaling her changing scent like the finest wine.
Outside, the city hummed with traffic and distant sirens. Inside their sanctuary, the air hung thick with mating pheromones and the quiet promise of what was coming. Kendall let her eyes drift shut, safe between her wolves and her bear. Even so, the first prickle of unease threaded through her contentment.
A hellhound in the city.
She didn't know what it meant. Not yet.
But deep in her omega soul, the match dragged across flint that morning flared brighter, as if answering an invisible spark still miles away.
Justin kissed the top of her head. "We'll expand the territory tomorrow. Tonight you rest. When your heat hits, I want you so full of us you can't remember any name but ours."
Kendall smiled against his chest, even as another pang pulsed low in her belly.
She had no idea how that promise was about to be tested.






  
  Chapter two
Flames from the South


The bass thumped through the walls of The Den like a second heartbeat. The shifter bar sat tucked in a converted warehouse on the river district's edge. Kendall clung to Justin's arm as they pushed through the heavy steel door. Steve's massive frame loomed as a protective shadow at her back. Three days had passed since the first pre-heat pangs. Her scent was impossible to ignore. Vanilla and jasmine carried a smoky-sweet edge now, one that turned heads even in a room full of their own kind. Justin's grip on her waist tightened. His wolf rode close to the surface. 
"Stay between us," he growled, blue eyes scanning the dim interior. "Too many unfamiliar scents tonight."
Steve placed a warm hand on the small of her back. His deep rumble soothed her. "Easy, Just. We came for information on those rogues, not a turf war. Let the girl breathe."
Kendall offered them both a soft smile. But her skin felt fever-warm beneath her simple black dress. The fabric clung to her full breasts and wide hips. The hem brushed mid-thigh. She wanted to feel desirable for her mates. Now the weight of other alphas' stares made her press closer to Justin's solid chest. Inside, her thoughts swirled. A drink. News. Then home where it's safe. Still, the pre-heat kept licking at her senses. It sharpened every smell, every sound.
They claimed a high-top table near the back, far from the dance floor's restless rhythms. Steve ordered her a honeyed bourbon
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